TheHtJlorie of 

Hot, That Roane final be my throne , Well, I will backe 
ftraight.O Ffperance,bid Butler lead him forth mto the parke 
La. Buthcare you my Lord. 

Hot. Whatfaicff thou my Lady? 

La. Whatisit carries you away; 

Hot Why, my horfe(my louejmy horfe. 

•£*,Out youmadheddedape,a weazell hath notfuchadeal 
©ffpleene,asyou are toft with. In faith Ileknowyour bufine.s 
Harry, that 1 wihl fear, my brother Mortimer doth ftir about 
his title, & hathfent for you to line his entcrprife,butify 0 u a 0 
Hot. So far a foote,I lhal be weary,louc, 
L<f.Come,comeyou Paraquito.anfwcre medire£tly,vnto this 
cpiefiio that 1 final aske:in faith He break thy little finger. Hat, 
ry,and if thou wilt not tell me all thinges true. 

Hot. Away,awayyoutrjfler,loue>Iloue thee not, 

I care not for thee Kate, this is no world 
Toplay withmammets,andtorilt with lips, 

Wemufthaue bloudie nofes,and crack t cro wncs, 
AndpafTethem currant rooigods me my horfe: 

"What faift thou Kate; what wouldft thou hauc with me; 

La. Do you not loue me;do you not indeedef 
Wcl,do not thcn;for fince you loue me not, 

I willnotlouemyfelfc.Doyounotloue me; 

Kay, tel me,ifyoufpeake inieafl,orno? 

Hot. Come wilt thou fee me ride ; 

And when I amahorfeback,Iwil fwere, 

I loue thee infinitely.Butharke you Kate, 

Imuft not haucyou henceforth,quefiion me,. 

'Whither I go: nor reafon where about; 

Whither I muff, I mufband to conclude, 

T his eucning rnuft I leauc you Gentle Katej 
I know you wife,butyet no farther wife, 

Then Harry Percies wife: conftantyou are* 

But yet a woman and for fecrecy. 

No Lady clofer,for I wilbeleaue, 

Thou wilt not vtter what thou doft notknow: 

Andfo far will trull: thee, gentle Kate, 

La, Hoyv/ofar? 
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pTettrte the fourth, 

Hot Not an inch furthenbut harkeyou Kate, 

VVhichcr I go, thither ihall you go too: 

To day will I ict lorth,to morrow you: 

Will this content you Kate? 

Ladj kmull of force, BxeuK * 

Enttr Vrince audvomes. , 

Pmc*.Ncd,prcthee come out of chat fat roomc,& lend mec 
thy hand to laugh a little# 

Vutnes VV here haft bin Hal? 

Pm. With three or foure logger-heads, amongft threecr 
foure fcore hogf-heads. I hauc founded the veryLafc.ftrin of 
humility. Sirra, Lam fwome brother to a IcalKof drawer s,and 
can call them all by their chtiftcn names, as T om , Dit ke,ana 
Francis-.thcytake it already vpon their faluation,that though L 
be butpnnce®fVVales,yetIam theKingofcurtefie,&tel me 
flatly I am not proud lack , like Falftalfe, but a Corinthian, a 
lad of mettall.a good boy (by theLordfo they call mec) and 
when lam King of England, lfhallcottiand all the good lads 
in Ea(tcheape,They catdrinkingdeepe, dying fcarlet,5c when 
you breath in your warring, they cry hem, and bid you play it 
off. Toconclude,l amfo.gooda pfoficientin one quarter of 
an hourc, that lean drinke with any Tinkarin hisovyne lan- 
£uage,duriDgmy life. I tel thee Ned," thou halUofl much ho- 
nour that thou were no.twuh me lintins nifkirimUsv fweetN ed; 
to I wee ten which name of Ned , Igiue thee this peniworth of 
fugar,clapteuen now into my hand, by afivnderskinker,Qne 
thatueuerf pake ocher Enghfhiri hisft fcb, than eight, {hillings Sc 
fisf pencc,andyou are welcome, with this fhril adi ti<&n,anone, 
anonfirjskoreapifttofbaflardinthehalfeinoone, oj fo. But 
Ned, to dnue away time till allfalffe come:I prethce do thou 
ftandinfome by roome, while Iqiieftion my p oryy drawer, to 
what endh e S auer ^ e J t hefugar , and doc jicuerleaue calling 
Francis, that his tale to me may bee no thing but, 'anonejlteppe 
afid e,and lie flrew t hee a prefent. 

Paines Francis. o 

Prince Thou art perfeff, 

Voincs Francis. Enter drawer f Ralfe 

Iran. Anone alio nc ftry lockedowne into thePonigarpet, 

D i Lrini< 


170 


190 200 210 220 230 240 250 260 270 280 290 


300 


